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Danes, and the most melancholy dog on earth, the
wolfhound, brooding on the ineffable pathos of life.

A show is to some dogs a ghastly affair. They
regard it as a permanent condition and become
Adld about it. Others, notably terriers, consider it
an amusing occasion, demanding continual com-
ment.

In a corner pen you discover the philosopher.
He is a black Skye terrier with hair like a shaving
brush. He is curled up in a ball so that you see
the little soft black pads of his feet, and his whiskery
nose is buried in Ins chest. His body heaves with
happy slumber. Now and then a leg twitches, and
I suppose he is far away from shows following his
mistress over the hills. In the next pen a white-
whiskered face peeps round at the sleeper with an
expression of blank surprise : c How on earth can
you sleep while these vulgar fox-terriers are inviting
us to battle ? '

At luncheon-time the girls in tweed perch
themselves on the edge of pens and bring out
cold salmon and cold chicken and sandwiches
of many kinds. Now and then a pink tongue
flickers at their ears and a pair of eyes say c How
long does this purgatory continue ? You know I'd
do anything on earth for you, but, really, this is a
bit thick ! Look at that conceited Schipperke over
the way ! I've been nicely brought up till now, and
here you go and bring out all my repressions. . . .'

Anyhow, I hope that when life is over and the
Spirit of Man comes for judgement, some one in
authority will up and say in defence, c Dogs adored
him/